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Oh ! enviable, early days,

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze?

To care, to guilt unknown !
How ill-exchang'd for riper times,
To feel the follies, or the crimes,

Of others, or my own!
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport,

Like linnets in the bush9
Ye little know the ills ye court,
When manhood is your wish!
The losses, the crosses,

That active man engage !
The fears all, the tears all,
Of dim declining age !
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